
"v-yijtgp-- m
t

-- ft V
i-- THE WASHINGTON TIMES,'. SUtfAY, NOVEMBER 12,. 1916.
ii " ni .,

, "
.
V i, .in . , , mmmm,-- HS ayaJU

Fifteenth of the Series of Sunday Times Stories beatrioe Fairfax I f

n
t

I

The Final Adventure
? The Watch That Told Secrets

DANE knew all about
DOROTHY of men! They

creatures who

& "loved and- - rode awny." or
' 'tlssod and told." You held thdm by

keeping thenf uncertain as to whether
or HO,t you wished to hold them. Par-
ticularly did tho city man woo the coun-
try, jlr I to her undying regret for he

tired of nor simple uncalculatlng
$arm.
jOh, yes, Dorothy considered herself

tlso concerning tho wiles of men. And
then, when sho was nineteen and In tho
flower 'of Micr dcllcato beauty sho met
Clinton Harding.
'Harding was as typical of the city as

wai Dorothy of her little fishing vlllago
provided always you believe human

beings may be considered as types. Ho
wore his looso-nttln- g corduroys with an
air of distinction combined of good tail-

oring and a good carriage. She wore
her gingham dresfos with an untutored
tapllclty which made up for their lack

of Wand line.
From tho moment ho met tho pretty,

barefooted fisher girl. Harding was In-

terested. Dorothy responded shyly as
to manner, but very frankly as to the
glow of tenderness hi her eyes. Step by

ttsp their wooing proceeded, as tn ever
the way of youth. Harding said nothing
definite, but Dorothy half gucsssed all
he meant and all Hho desired him to

iI?n'DonaId Dane. Dorothy's uncle
and guardian, noticed the tremulous
eagerness with which the girl.rose
to meet each day. ho paid nothing.
He had concerns of his own. which
busier him far more than wondering
.If the city chap meant well by Dor-
othy or not.

One afternoon tho particular mo-me- nt

which a story writer must seise
upon In trying to show a cross section
or llfo overtook the girl und her
uncle. Dorothy was climbing about
the rocks waiting for tho happy dally
accident which should bring Harding
upon the scene. And presently Hard-
ing, playing his part In nature's little
drama, appeared. ,

Eagerly the girl waved to her un-

declared lover. Emotion In full tldo
was'runnlng out from heart to heart,
ready to sweep both Into tho flow of
life and love. The boy and girt sat
down on a rock and looked out over
the glittering beauty of the water.

Below the 'oliffs where the young
lovers sat thero was a heavy growth
of bushes, and back of, one greon
clump of verdure thero was a cave a
few feet above the waterllne. While

'the drama of life and love was be
ing played on the clItTn above, another
drama, world old. too was bolng
enacted down on the sand whero tho
bushes grew. For suddenly tho green
rrowm pariea ana a man pcerea out.
n his hand he held u small mlrrorl

and with it he flashed a signal by
allograph.

The Signal Flashes.
Far out on the green water, tinted to

light, by the sun, a sailing schooner rodo
at ease. Two sailors at the railing
caught the repeated flash nf the helio-
graph. They turned nnd summoned
their captain and presently he came to
the deck and began reading nnd tran-
scribing the signal of that little hello-grap- h.

Tho message was this no more. "To-
night at 12."

In complete understanding tho cap-
tain and his men smiled at each other.
A few rapid arrangements were made,
then the message was destroyed and
presently a white pennant was bofind
to a rope and run up the masthead.

Tho man In tho bushes at the foot of
the cillTs where Donald nnd Dorothy sat
to happily, was sweeping tho far horl-ro- n

with a pair of strong binoculars. At
last they caught the sailing schooner In
their range and focused on It. A llttlo
bit of whlto ran up a rope and enme
at last to sway gontly on tho topmast.
The man behind tho binoculars smiled
with satisfaction. Then he stepped
back. Tho bushes closed about him and
tho opening of the cave wns hidden.

At the ton of the clln sat Donald and
Dorothy. His arm was about her and
she was resting quietly In Its circle.
Neither spoko.

And then over tlip cliff came Donald
Dane. Dorothy's uncle. Tho boy and
tho glrj started to their feet. Dorothy
wan frightened, wondering what ex-
planation her undo would demand;
Harding was suddenly awnre of the fnet
that he had circled Dorothy with his
arm. but had not taken her into his
arms, nor kissed her, nor said he loved
her. He wondered suddenly what he
meant by It all what ho could tell tho
girl's uncle that he mennt.

But Donald Dane asked no questions.
Indeed, ho seemed hardly aware of tho
little drama enacting' ltsnlf hoforo hiseyes. For he was thinking of another
drama the drama whoso stnge had been
set by his heliograph message and the
nuswerlpg whlto ring on the sailing
schooner the drama to be enacted "To-
night at Twelve."

Donald Dnne's cottage waii tvnlcal
"Of Smith Harbor, the. little Ashing
village whero all of Dorothy's short
;outh had been spent. Her homo was

a small frame building, a cross be-
tween a houseboat and a factory-tow- n

shanty. It was painted whlto
nnd had tiny windows, which looked
llko portholes.

Back of (the house wns an
stono-curbe- d, well, whoso sus-

pended bucket hung from a rope tint-
ed with soft moss,

Dorothy's homo was primitive and
of the sea. Its clean freshnexs made
up for Us poverty. To Harding itsuddenly seemed a haven of refuge
against his own thoughts. Hut Doro-
thy ahnmofncedlv remembered the
board walls, decorated with
and starfish and hung with nets.

"Go In nnd got the suppci Dornthv,girl," ordered her uncle. "Mr. Hard-
ing and I will sit outside and light
a jplpe."
i Dorothv hurried to her own littlefoom eagerly. 1'resently she camo
4ut dressed In a clean .white duelc
skirt und middy blouse. Sho pirouetted
about for a moment with a

Inv of looking her prnttlst
Then she covered her finery with n
pink checked apron nnd set aboutlaying tho table.

He Cannot Come.
At last everything wns ready nnrl

Dorothy hurried over to the door tn call I

ner gucsis.
"Supper's ready I'nele, vlll vou get

ua borne nice fresh water from the well,
plcaso and then como right In."

"Sorry. MIdr Dorothy. I didn't know
you wcro counting on mo. I'vo got to
hurry right over to tho hotel nnd get
off some letters before tho uptrnln goes.
My mall for tho city has to get out to
ri Ight."

A more finished coquette than Dorothy
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might have poutlngly suggested that he
could write his letters thero directly
supper was finished. But tho little
maiden of tho fishing village looked

(upon all man as superior beings whoso
will must not be too greatly questioned.

So she came out to tho doorstep to
bid Harding good-b- y. Undo Donald
carried his bucket full of water Into the
house, and either chanco or design or
carelessness, or both, made him close
the door after him,

"Aro you sorry I must go dear?"
asked Harding.

And Harding stooped quickly and
pressed his lips to hers. Soft and young,
Dorothy's mouth trembled against his
own acquiescent, eager. He caught her
to him tor a moment, nnd then ho fairly
pushed her away and hurried off.

And bosldo tho doorway of the Dane
cottage, where tho unused oars wera
leaning, there Btood his shotgun, for-
gotten for tho time.

Dorothy stood and watched him go.
The tremor of her own hoar.t was dell-clo-

to her. The clamor of her blood
fairly frightened her. Sho ran to tho

well and drow up a bucket
of cool water.

First, she drank eagerly, as If burn-
ing with a thirst she could,, hardly
assuage. Then sho bathed her faco and
her wrists, and stood smiling happily
Into the sunset.

For a moment she stood, yielding
herself to happy dreams. Forgotten
wero all the romances she had carried
from tho Cedar Point Library station
She had no memory of tho faithlessness
of man nor of how he "loved nnd rode
away" or "kissed and told. ' Sho only
knew that she loved Clinton Harding
and that when he kissed her her heart
nnd soul had gone In triumph to her lips
to meet his demand.

She loved him. And he had kissed
her. Dorothy was very happy and
not nt nil afraid of the awakening her
reading had taught hor to bellavo fol-
lowed love s dreaming.

"Dorothy whnt nre you mooning out
there for7" called her Uncle's Insistent
voice." This striped scabnss nln't gnfng
to got any better by bcln' cold!"

So Dorothy left her dreaming of tho
man sho loved and went In to wait
upon the man who cafild make the de-
mands of relationship upon her.

She thought Clinton Harding would
surely return that night to tell her
what her kiss had meant to him. But
he did not come. And tho next day
passed nnd still ho did not come.

First wonder, then pain, then doubt
held Dorothy In their grip.. She. wao
going through the world old trngedy of
tho woman who gives devotion when
man has only wanted a little diversion.

It wns an ordlnnry enough tragedy-h- ut
that made Dorothy's pain none tho

less. She was miserably unhappy.
Thero was no ono to help hor. no one
tn onre. Hhe born her imln In silence
ns long as sho could and then she
acted.

Well. neatrlce. whot particular
thriller Is filling your starry eyes with
wonder this morning?" asked Jimmy.

"Oh. you'd never understand. I was
thinking about the faithlessness of
men." "said I. "And that's a subject
where your sympathy Is bound Jo lie on
tho wroVig side. You shan't sec this
letter."

Jlmml fairly seized It from my hand
nnd read it nloud In n burlesque tone,
which brought a tinge of sadness to my
heart:

"Smith Harbor. Long Island.
"Dear Miss Fairfax:

'I um a country clrl and In lovo with
n young man from New York who has
been stayirg nore. ljlsi nisni no iwnsru
me. Now lie has gone without a word.
What shall I do? DOROTHY DANE."

Jimmy looked at mo with an air or
focusing his attention on some one or
somo thing ho couldn't qultj see.

"Smith Harbor!" he said. "Smith
Harbor. Say I've got to call John
Martin. of tho United States revenue
department, on your phone. I was try-
ing to get a story from him this mor-
ningthere's a suspicion In tho Inner
iMrrle that there's a llttlo smuggling
going on down on Long Island. I went
to Martin tnis morning auer a. niury
but I didn't get It.

"tfo1 ent ono of his best men down
nt Smith hnrhor looking Into the matter
nnd he's promised me thnt as soon as
the chap reports nen --aave a siory iur
tn N'nn I'm wonderfnir If I have a
story .for him. Mind If I call him up?"

A Suggestion.
Of course I didn't mind a bit. And

presently Jimmy was asking eagerly of
someone at tho other end If Smith har-

bor was tho place where his man was
staying. Jimmy smiled with the tense
excitement he always shows wnen nis
detcctlvo and newspaper Instinct are
working happily together hand in
hand.

Then he turned to me. "Permit me
to reread your leter, Miss Fairfax. It
begins to seem to me that I havo a
great deal of sympathy for your fisher
maiden . . . Urn yes. Suppose you go
nnd seo her. I'll como down later."

"But this-Is- n't a very urgent case.
I can't accomplish much by going to
sec her. Besides I haven't gone all
through my mall and thero may be
women who need mo far inoro than
Dorothy Dane docs," said I.

"Beatrice Fairfax, how many city
men do you suppose nre staying In
that spot known as Smith
harbor about now. It's a bunch of
.tumbledown shanties and smelly fishing
shucks and yellow sand and cliffs eaten
Into by tho tldo. There's nothing

or alluring about Smith
harbor.

"Your girl writes that she's In love
with a city chap who disappeared after
he kissed her without coming back for
more. My man Martin snys that his
man. Harding, Is down at Smith harbor
looking for smugglers and hasn't re-
ported for twenty-fou- r hours.

"Now smugglers nre not n particu-
larly polite" and moderate crow. If
Harding has disappeared, It mny bo
that his bruised and battered body Is
lying nt the foot of a cliff, or forty
fathoms deep with heavy leads to
weight him down. I vote to go down
and see. How do you vote?"

I voted Just ns Jimmy wanted me
to, T)tat Is, I agreed to go down to
Smith Harbor.

When Clinton Harding left Dorothy
Dane to her maldon meditations on
hor first kiss, ha hurried off in n
frame of mind almost ns exalted as
hers. It wnsn't his first kiss, by any
means: but It was his first real one.

Ho know that Dorothy meant
something to him thn"t none of thegirls he had thought he cared for In
hlu city llfo had ever remotely sug-
gested to his heart or mind or senses.

Ho had worked nt odd Jobs sellingpapers, blacking boots, vending pea-
nuts, and at last good fortune hadbrought John Martin, of the revenue
service, across his path. At sixteenHarding went to work for Martin
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an errand boy. Now at twenty-fou- r
he was tho chiefs first assistant.

I Gratitude a Factor.
Gratitude was one 'of the largest

factors In Harding's generous nature,
His first kiss must be temporarily for- -
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Muucii wiiuo no wem 10 pay mo al-
legiance due his first friend.

With the memory of Dorothy's,
gentian-blu- e eyes and trembling red
lips tucked tenderly away In a corner
of his heart, Harding hurried down
to the hptel and set nbout writing a
letter to his ohlef. It ,wa brief and
bore his message clearly;

"Dear Martin Nothing suspicious
here. "Wire Instructions. Will do
whatever you say, for I don't wantto fall down on the Job that you'vo
given me. Feeling fine: hope you are.
too. Slneerely.

"CLINTON HAItDINa."
It Was not In Harrilnir'a nntur.

'express himself In words. Martin must
Know wai no was a sincere and grato- -
ful friend and Dorothv mimt m
that sho was truly beloved.

Again he saw the cottage where he
had left her standing, and suddenly a
queer detail obtruded Itself on his
mind. It was a memory of the gun he
had loft leaning against the white-
washed walls. He must have that gun.
Harding got up. took his hat. blew out
tho Inmn. which wmi the nrlmltlvn
means of lighting rooms In tho Smith
Mnrbor Houso, and went to fetch his
gun.
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"IT WILL TELL

Now Dorothy, her heart still aglow
with tenderness, wns even then light-
ing her candle nnd bidding good night
to her uncle. Tho girl went Into her
room nnd closed her door that she
might be nlone with her dreams. And
Lionaiu unno iokcu ni nis waicn. ngni-e- d

his pipe and waited.
When tho hands of Donald Dane's

watch united In a straight lino over
tho figure twelve, he rose, put out tho
lamp In his 'living room and went out
to the steps of his cottage. Quietly
and with caution ho clotted tho
door after him. Tlten he put his hnnds
to his lips and whistled,

From the shades back of the hcusc
two men annrouched. Thov walked

iwlth tho rolling gait of the sailor. For
ia moment they joined untie at mo
doorway nnu niter wnuperea instruc-
tions tho' three hurried over to thu

stone curbed well.
Dane salted upon the rope from which

the burket was juspended. stepped over
the coping and slid down Into the dark-
ness below. A second man followed him
and then the third sailor climbed over In

Just nt thnt moment Clinton Harding
camo up thn road to the Dane cottage.
Ho picked up his gun and turned to go.
Then tho creek of a windlass camo to
him through the silence. He looked
about him alertly, suspiciously. The
sound camo from the rear of tho cot-
tage.

Quietly. Harding took a step or two
In that direction; and ho saw a man's
head dlsappenilng iver the stone coping
of tho wall. Ho stood still a moment
reviewing the sltuntlon. und after that
he moved quietly toward tho will. There
he hesitated for a moment, and then,
dropping his gun In tho grass, ho seized
upon thn ropo and descended fearlessly
to whatever waited him in tho unknown
blackness.

Half way down ho clung for n mo-

ment with one hand while ho flashed the
light of his electric torch Into tho dark-
ness. A few Inches above water level
ho saw a, door cut Into tho stone of the
wall. Through this he felt certain the
man he had seen disappearing oVer tho
side of tho well must havo gone.

Thero was no more hesitancy on
Harding's part. Ho continued going
down the ropo hand over hand, found
tho opening In tho stone wall and went
through It. Directly his feet touched
greund ho drew a pistol from his hip
pocket, nnd holding It In one hand an
electric torch In another ho sent n finger
of light across tho passageway.

Ho followed the light and camo to
n wldo cave which opened at one end
on tho passageway to tho well, nnd, ns
ho Immediately suspected, out under the
cliffs upon tho shoro and tho further
end.

A Perilous Feat.
Hardlfig flashed his light across the

cave and stood ready.
In the meantime a boat, manned by

tho two sailors Who had answered
Dane's heliograph signal that afternoon,
wan rowing In from tho sailing schooner.
In It wcro a number of packing cases
gunrded by the aaptaln of the steamer,
who stood anxiously In tho stern gazing
out over the ocean receding behind them.

Tho boat pulled up at tho fdot.of tho
cliff and from the bushes which guard-
ed tho entrance of tho jcave Donald
Dane, followed by his two men, came
out to greet the captain. Suddenly the

two men with Dane exclaimed anxiously
that thoy had heard a sound In the cave.
They hurraed back to Investigate, while
Dane and tho captalti superintended tho
unloading of tho packing coses and their
removal to the cave.

In the Inner chamber of the cave the
smugglers saw tho figure of a man
whose business thero must portend dan-
ger. One of them lltfcd an arm In which
ho held a heavy club, and with It he
struck. Harding fell faco downward, an
Inert figure, helpless and poworleis 4o
betray what ho had seen. The smug-
glers studied him for a momont dis-

passionately and then returned to their
work.

And so two days pnssed, and Dor-
othy Dane waited. In vain for the return
of tho man who has kissed and leftther.
Hourly she groW'more restless and un-

happy. Was It true that a man like
Harding tired ,of a girl directly he felt
sure of her?

I followed Jimmy's suggestion, pack-
ed a llttlo handbag and hurried down
to Bmlth Harbor. Directly I arrived
thero, I took a room at tho hotel, and
then went to visit- - tho girl whoso cry
for'nld had brought ho, to her little fish-
ing village.

I found tho girl I had como to visit
sitting on the doorstep of a tiny cot-
tage. She looked pathetically forlorn
and unhappy, but as soon as I came
sho unburdened herself to me with a
dependent air somo women have; that
of unloading their troubles on your
shoulders and'ceaslng In tho process to
feel that they have any longer any
troubles!

1'resently. to the cottage where wo
Wero' sitting, there camo a peddler a
whiskered member of an Oriental race.
He was an exotic ftgure In tho quiet
streets of that llttlo fishing vlllago. As
he came stumbling along with his pack
on his back, tho country girl showed
the Interest the Inhabitants of rural
districts often betrav In anything un-
toward or unexpected.

The man seemed to recognize nnd ap--

ftreclato tho responsive attitude of the
girl. At once ho put down

his pack and with a nice understanding
of what would nppeal to her. ho got
out a case of wrist watches. It took
little persuasion to mako Dorothy put
one on.

I had not the heart to Interrupt the

SECRETS, MY FRIEND," SAID

Instinct which probably began when
Mother Eve selected tho smoothest,
freshest fig leaf she could find. Hut an
Interruption i'ld occur In n moment, for
nn elderly man of (ho seafaring type
came up nnd roughly asked what was
going on. Immediately the peddlpr be- -
gan displaying his wnrcs nnd tngra
tlatlngly whined: "Pnppa buy a wrist'
watch."

He took what appeared to be n wrist
watch from his case, and even while the
man whom Dorothy had addressed as
"Uncle" was protesting, tho peddler
clasped It tightly on Dane's wrist.

The "watch" had n peculiar dial with
figures running from n point marked
"normal" to ono marked "high."

"That won't tell time." said Dane
irritably.

"It will tell secrets." smiled the
peddler.

Despite his rich, thick gutturals nnd
tho foreign accent which suggested
Hester street or Oriental shores, I
recognized Jimmy's Voice.

And now the peddler laughed nnd.
seizing Dane's hand1, he studied the
Instrument ho hnd stropped to It closely
while he said: "I sell cheap, because
I buy from smugglers."

And rapidly the dlnl hand crossed to
tho mark "high."

The Instrument Jimmy Darton, In
his disguise us n peddler, had strap-
ped to Donald Duiio'h wrist was an
Invention called tho sphvmogrnph.

Hut even while tho sphvmograph
botrayed his Interest in the word"smuggler," Dnno' curtly, refused tobuy anything nnd fairly ordered thopeddler from the place. However,
that gentleman gnve mo n verv good
price on the wrist watch Dorothy wassp loath to part with.

I presented It to hor. wondering on
whoso expense account It would go
down lntor.

After the peddler left. I promised
Dorothy to go down to the hotel nndmake every possible effort to locateher missing lover.

Then I bado tho girl good-b- y nndhurried down tho road again. I hndco no but a short distance when astone thudded at mv feet with n quiet
heaviness mi to unlike tho skipping
sound a falling stone Is likely tomane, u wns wranneu in Jienvy naper. I took this off nnd In Jimmy's
well-know- n writing I found this mes-- 'lsnge: "Phono Martin. Tell him to
iuok jn xne won.

I looked up, and thero on tho face
of the cliff was my friend the peddler.
Ho waved a friendly hand and hur-
ried off.

Now. how hnd Jimmy Harton mnn-frge- d
to discover 'suspicious circum-stances In connection with an inno-

cent stone-curbe- d well?
On his wav to tho cottnge he hadstumbled over something lying In thegrass near the well. He stooped anddiscovered a shotgun, on the stock

of which the Initials C. H. werocarvcg
When Dane bade him begone ho lln.l

gcred waiting for my departure. Howas sure onco tho master of the housethought tho const elenr, somo evldonce
which fitted In with tho finding of thegun nnd thfl heavily trodden grass

fw?. h )1 ll?M:
carefully to assure himself that ho was
unobserved, then crosed over to the
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NEW FOR HUMANITY

Dear Readers of The Washington 'Times: .

At the suggestion of a wise man I have begun a new kind
of work. For jtears I have written "Advice to the Lovelorn"
for the newspapers. I haVe answered questions of men and
women concerning the affairs of their hearts.

Now I am gojng to do something more exciting than that
With the help of Miss Grace Darling I am going to take some
of the most important episodes that come to me through the
letters from the millions of readers of "Advice to the Love-lorn- ,"

make stories of, them for The Washington Times, and
Miss Darling and Basil Dickey will'turn into scenarios for
motion pictures.

They, will be produced as stories In The Times every Sun-
day, and during the week following the motion pictures will
how the acting of the story.

It is so exciting to think of having your thoughts changed
into actual moving human beings appearing before the public
on the screen.

In my work In collaboration with Miss Darling in the mo-
tion pictures I shall try to give good advice, working as always
with my one great motto, "Love makes the world go round."

BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

well-curbin- climbed over It, seised
upon tho rope and so disappeared.

Beatrice Gets Aid.
The peddler came from his place In

hiding, smiled with satisfaction, nnd
then hurried down tho road and across
lots to tho top of the cliff, where .he
waylaid me with the thudding stone
and Its message that I should phone
.Martin.

In the corridor of the rickety hotel I
found that little Instrument that travels
to the very outposts of civilization a
telephone. In a fow minutes I had Now
Now York, and was talking to the
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THE PEDDLER.

United States ncvenue Service with
John Martin on the wire

"Good! Miss Fairfax," said he. "Jim-
my Uarton doesn't lead me on miny
wild gooso chases. I'll start directly
and drlvo down. We ought to mako It
Inside of nn hour. Tell Jimmy we're
coming, and that wo count on him to
hold the fort until we get there."

I hurried out to the road again to look
.for Jimmy, but he,seomcd to hove dis-

appeared.
When half an hour passed nnd there

was still no signs of Jimmy, I begnn
to think Ufosltuutlon not entirely
humorous. I hurried In and discussed
the matter with the landlord of the
tumbledown hotel.

"Lawzoe, Miss!" said ho between
glratlons of a Jaw which seemed more
occupied with tobacco than the Eng-

lish language, "thorc bcant nawthln'
to fret yourself about. Hoys will be
boys. Heckou theso here two bo up
to a llttlo mischief of their own.
They'll turn up all right. Don't you
worry."

And that was nbout all tho satisfac-
tion my tour of Smith Harbor and
my ug of Its inhabi-
tants nettod me.

In the meantime what had become
of Clinton Harding? When he re-
covered his senses ho found himself
hound hnnd nnd foot and lying In
damp darkness. Itecolloctlon of the
events which had led to this situation
returned to him but ho had no way
of estimating how much time had
elapsed since they occurred.

In the Darkness.
Whether It was morning or evening

ho copld not tell. All nbout him was
blackness tho grim damp dark of a '

sen cave.
"Wondor If they'll mako me walk

a plank? Taken all In nil that would
bo more Intorosting than lying hero
to dlo of curiosity," thought Harding,
uneasily, "Martin will think I'm an ,

awful dub or perhaps he'll even de- -
clde they'vo bought me off and that I
haven't tho nerve to come back nnd
faco him after selling him out."

Somehow the thought that Martin
might suspect him of disloyalty wor
ried Harding almost more than his!
Porsonnl terrors ns to his own fat,e!

Uut whnt his fnto wns to bo did not
remain long In doubt.

After long hours of weary waiting a (

Cured His RUPTURE
I was badly ruptured while lifting a trunk ,

cveral years a 10. uociors id my unly
hope of cure ws an oiwratton, Tnmei did
me no xood. Finally I cot hold nt some-
thing that quickly and completely cured me.
Yeats ha'e paaied and the rupture hna never
returned, although I am dolnr hard work as

carpenter. There waa no operation, no

lt time, no trouble. 1 have nithln to
e'l- - but Hl" glve ,u" Information about howyu mu nnd a complete cure without op- -

"a"on- - 'f ou. wr,J; ,0n,!i Eun" "
JVi".cnarp4n,,'r' ,",',. V."irc.Hu?hiVnn..e'

nd ahow It to any othen who are ruptured
mficry of rupture and the worry and dancer
of an operation. Advt

..,.....w

them

Sew"" Don.1fJ,tnEPVe? ,n tho
COme to vitit

hu v,1,1d,n.ir' you're aIlck boy-be- can

eSLln5 wlih "Hckar." hewt eff?.rt at Uoui-bSSn- 'rt.f l,K,ot y01i hand and foot-- for
vour2HfheLif-"- - Yo.u can 8 ""?? e,r v.4 ro no' m,,ch d to

C.?d. SUtS" R,evnue Service
k.i 2hyou are nd 'ou w not llkoly to

vTr yOU can be much uo to thnDo you get me?"
"Ufti y,hi' sald "rdlng. quietly,

i.tilf".' l f.ue." yu'ro where
aren't vou? 'U,,A commn ''.voVmi..y u?i. cou'd uso a cleverf.gh Bd c,i",0.V0U. wh0 ha blends In

fi .,,.(.er".". thB Propositlon-in- atif Interested In hearing
rSS aneft(i'" said Harding quietly.

thoughtfully for a
wTt'SppeaMn1 kn y

othv 'I' .wJ.nk yo" Ilk niy nleco Dor- -'
5on w'a"t her to murry a poor

ndf,?,"?. a 8mart youn "How like youe t ,K)0r """I ,f he hasenough to keep in r ght with Vnv.
rnVUitMriTiCr0.Bnd lhc " ho arbuX
you and fr vm.y Pro',",,t"n! We unite
uoTng' ln thal ,here' ""thing

"Account for your day of silence bysajlng you thought that If you ail
vouT. l0n.l,TUh. Ncw YorkVnd hSd lowi? Hd .ci "kcIyJ? t n all the secrets
--CJ.ne .'iln.ce- - Tp" him there are now- -
iiero. Tliot way you keep In right withhim and you can wise u3 up
f.er. W-ir-0 r "notheV Inspecto?
Jim'.!1 "". you a chance to run
WlVl' y'oeuhtarkeea.ntd7.hUn, W,th ,he hound-"An- d

If I don't?"
An Overt Threat.

j. you aon-t-
, my boy. you'll never

"aroir.y again, she'd been moping
.v,u.m iircuy aaaiy ror the last few.lam. h . hinL.. ...... .t .... . ....a,i,n juu rn in irin.i r n

city chap to kiss and rldr. nw.v rA
something like that. She's mighty un -

i. abourKoneyounndhcrfn,t,,,nmcn
it's up to you whether you go f"- - m juioroinyi l goes,

...i,H...6 uirougiu lire or whether you
marry and live happy ever after. Which
will It be?

"Must I decide this minute. Dane?"ho onked.
.J.'N!Klve you twenty-fou- r hours to
think It over. You'll be a little thirsty
and a little hungry, but not eating ordrinking will leave you entirely free
for thinking." said Dane. "I'll show up
tomorrow for my answer. Better thinkIt over carefully, boy. You'll be a long
time dead."

And Clnton Harding was left In tin?
darkness of the cave to measure hHown manhood.

The next morning Dnno returned tothe cave and with him camo his two
uwiimiuunir mo seaianng men. Tl:--

calvcok anrdch2he'nn lirfd 'milM'r

--rPhoto

your

... ,....u.LVVVVVVX.uv1jy1nAnjv1nJ;
about dragging In more 'of their smutgled goods from the waUrtid.

Tho Ptddler "Speak.
At once Jimmy crept round to Harding

and out the 'ropeJ whtob bound his
hand. Evan then the smugglers ware
heard returning, and Jlmtav had only
Ume for a hurried whisper. "Hang on
to this knife and when they come for
me take to the water." t

Next he hurried over to the entrance)
of the cave and shouted tauntingly,
"Didn't I say that watch told secreUT"

"It's that peddlerl" shouted Dane. And
on theword he and his men followed the
taunting figure which hurried acrou
Jhe passageway to the bottom of tho
well and began swarming up the wait

A moment later the men left the
cave by two exits. Harding had freed
himself and hurrying through the bushea
he dived out Into the water. In the
same Instant Jimmy got to the top of
the well, picked up the shotgun he had
left lying In the grass and leveled Itover the curbing.

On this tableau John MarUn, his as-
sistants and I entered: Jimmy lying
across the green award aiming his gun
at three men of tho seafaring type
while a good-lookin- g young man lacorduroy adrlp with salt water rushed
over the grass from the top of tho
cliffs.

"Don't move. These things scatter
awfully," commanded Jimmy, with a
wry glance at his shotgun.

And the dripping young man man-
aged to laugh In spite of his condition
for he called cheerfully. "Better take
this. That thing Isn't loaded."

Hut Martin and his officers bora
loaded guns and those Intimidated the
smugglers beyond all thought of a
fight. The law took ppsicsslon of them
promptly.

From the cottage came a disconsolate
little figure. "Oh, you aren't arresting
uncle!" cried Dorothy Dane.

Hut life has Its compensations as she
learned at once, and not all men "Kiss
and ride away." For she found a
refuge In arms which wero held out
to enfold her and fend off thoughts of
the doubtful uncertainties she had
known during two long days of wait-
ing and from the shame she must feel
when her uncle came to trial.

No ht of a fishing village Is ertr
afraid of salt water. And though he
was fairly adrlp with the waters of the
Atlantic. Dorothy crept happily Into
Clinton Harding's arms, for that w3the beginning of her story, and so It
shall be tho end of mine.

THE END.

'TOO BA-D- ,

YOU'RE OLD"

With Your Hair You Would

Look Ten Years Younger

How often we have heard
this expression concerning a
prematurely bald young-ol- d

.man. ir is aDsoiuieiy un- -
necessary that any man
should be subjected to such
sympathy from, his friends,
tor there is a preparation on

market which, if used in
time, will remove all symp-
toms of falling hair, dan-

druff, and irritations of the
scalp and promote the
growth of the hair.

If you have been experi-
menting with preparations
containing cocoanut oil or

(if it foams it contains
alkalis) throw them away at

Mfli. i

Flail & --r

PHOTOPLAY sign is
best ih Photodramas.

BEa

hi. answer. U,0J a8Ked "ardln (Jo to U'Donnell's
t.oWga'vr.t i Drug Store, 904 F street, and
Martin1 wlKy InformTt l J""" ! 3sk a 5C bttle f SjJCiS- -

th?nanaVe,pud,,ded.hhe,mns0wrera. "WW i er's Scalp Tonic. Use it
to directions, and in

nf'?0"!! c.,"0 pack from tho btt.ni a reasonable time the mostbetray those who
Pn,r.7iih0,r. frl8ndJ-- lf ""y"1 'unsatisfactory results will be

And jimmy uurton. peering in mu- -' obtained. Remember, Mr.tlously from the patsageway whlc.t he
had entered by means of tho well rope. U Uonnell guarantees tillS
heard and smiled grimly to himself. .Then he crept into the shadow of tho preparation personally--- lt it
cave and waited for the smugglers to
go out and leave Hording to the n- - fails, ask him for VOUT
templatlon of his fate. Presently they
went out tho farther entrance to set (money. AQVl.
1

SiCRV VSBHsl B Pl BP Ih L v Jftyw

The finest screen productions today are
BLUEBIRD PHOTOPLAYS. They give to
the Moving Picture patrons the photoplay
entertainment supreme. The BLUEBIRD'S
policy makes each release perfect in story,
action, direction, and cast of players.

.BLUEBIRD

The BLUEBIRD
assurance of the

the

ai-ka- lis

DLUCBI

If your favorite theatre manager is not
showing BLUEBIRD PHOTOPLAYS, ask
him to do so. He can get them and will be
glad to know what you and your friends
prefer.


